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Chapter I of I 


Author's Notes: 

Set in August 2004, just before American Idiot came out. Near the end of the Al tour, Billie Joe\'s hair had 
clearly not seen a pair of scissors since theyWd first begun touring. This is pure speculation as to why. 
Originally dedicated to Looking Spiffy. Also, many thanks to Evaine for the arm-twisting, hand-holding, 


encouragement and inspiration because this is my first time posting a story here. *smooches* 


A quiet click sounded as the bolt slid home, and Billie sagged against the hotel door in relief. Finally the day was 


over and he could get some sleep. 

Fate, however, had other plans. Before he could turn around to fully enter the room, hands pressed flat 
against his shoulder blades, pinning him to the door. Billie Joe froze for a moment, panic swelling blackly until 
warm breath gusted past his ear in a voice he knew. 


"So. New tour" 


A quicksilver smile crossed his face. "You didn't waste any time, Mike." 


"Why should | have?" the bassist retorted with a low laugh. "It's been over a year, Bill” 

He murmured in agreement, tilting his head to the side as Mike licked his ear, the wet touch delicate at first 
but growing greedier by the second. Strong teeth bit down over the empty earring hole, earning a shudder 
from the smaller man. 


"| missed you." 


A soft grunt was his only answer as hands charted his torso, slipping underneath his shirt to clutch at bare 


skin. Billie smiled; the eager touch told him that Mike felt the same way. 


He lifted his arms with little prompting, wriggling in relief as the sweaty shirt and loosened tie came off. A 
bare chest pressed along his back and he gasped. 


"Jesus, Mike, are you naked already?" Billie reached back, intending to check for himself, only to have his hands 


slapped palm-down on the wood in front of him. 
"Stay like that. And keep your eyes closed" 

Spread-eagled and blind against a hotel room door. He shivered and let his eyes drift shut obediently 
"How come you only wear pants this tight onstage or for publicity shit?" 


Billie Joe warbled a laugh, far too conscious of Mike's fingers plucking open his belt buckle. "They make me feel 
like my ass is on display." 


Teeth nipped at the cords in his neck, trailing down onto his shoulder, while Mike undid Billie's pants and let 
them drop to the floor. Billie stepped out of them, kicking the clothing off to one side. The taller man cupped 
his now-bare ass, kneading lightly. 

"Why do you think | like them so much?" 

"Ha," he responded weakly. While they were on the subject, though... "What do you really think of my new look?" 
"You mean the make-up." 

"Yeah." 

Mike suddenly speared his fingers through Billie's hair, twisting his head around to meet his mouth in a rush 


of heat. Billie moaned as the bassist's lips bruised his, tongues entwining in a rapid dance. The kiss gentled, 
deepened, until their breath mingled and synchronized and Billie grew lightheaded, dizzy with wanting. 


"| guess you like it then," he whispered as Mike drew back at last. 


"You look fucking hot," he pronounced bluntly. "A little bit feminine even, and damn if that doesn't make me 


want to fuck you more." 


The singer huffed out a laugh that quickly changed tenor as Mike's naked cock slipped between his widespread 
legs. "Ohhhhh." 


"Like that, eh?" Before he could answer, Mike rolled his hips, rubbing against him provocatively. Billie leaned 
forward and rested his cheek against the door for support, desire corkscrewing wildly in his stomach. 


"Hell yes," he affirmed. His breath hitched as the other man's hands began to wander insistently, stroking his 
torso, tugging at his nipples until they too stood erect. All the while continuing that maddening friction, hips 
rocking steadily in a blatant tease. "| forgot what an asshole you could be." 


Laughter rumbled through him from all the places where their bodies connected, making Billie smile. But he 
wasn't about to take it back, not when every inch of his skin grew hyperaware of the strictly external glide of 


Mike's erection and need ballooned inside him. 


"Does that mean you're not getting full satisfaction from the strap-on Adie bought?" the bassist said 


conversationally. 


"What? Billie Joe tried to spin around to see his face, only to be shoved hard against the door. His lowered 
hands were dragged up over his head and roughly pinned. 


"Fucking stay there, bitch." 


He stopped struggling at the unexpected name-calling, a bright thrill shooting through him as Mike talked, his 


voice low and hypnotic. 


"Did you think we never talked about it, Bill? How you beg me to fuck you? The way it makes you shriek your 
goddamned head off until the sound becomes a penetrating force all its own?" His tone lowered to a hiss. "How 
gorgeously filthy you look with that sweet ass red and raw from hard use, and you all stained with your own 


come?" 
"Mike," he moaned, unable to hold to the conviction that listening to this really shouldn't be turning him on. 
Because it did, so much that his fingers threatened to cramp where he tried to dig into the wood as his hips 


jerked back against his tormentor's. 


"You know you belong to her, Billie Joe. Except when we're out like this, touring, and she's not here. Then-ah, 


then you're mine." 


That was all the warning he got before Mike's rigid length plunged inside him, tearing a scream from his 


throat. Only half-prepared and with minimal lube but he didn't care anymore as the bassist's greater height 
allowed him to angle his strokes to target Billie's sweet spot dead on 


"God..Mike..yes" Mingled curses and entreaties spilled from his lips, growing in volume as their rhythm sped up. 
Any leverage Billie could get, he used, shoving back against Mike in frenzied motion that spiraled tension and 


pleasure into the stratosphere. 


Mike's breath puffed hotly on his neck with deep grunts of effort. Billie could feel the muscles in the bassist's 
arms flexing alongside his own arms, and then he became dimly aware that he could also feel hands closing 
around his erection, beginning to stroke in a matched rhythm, and he just about lost his fucking mind. 


"Who-Mikey?" he managed, alerting the unknown to the fact that he knew someone else was there. Their 
response was to jerk harder, one hand fisting Billie's cock in a vice while the other..the other slid lower and 


framed Mike's wild thrusts, fingers spreading Billie's ass even wider as sharp teeth sank into his hip. 

"Come for us, Billie. Let us hear you. Let the whole fucking hotel hear you." 

Us Somewhere in the back of his mind, Billie knew what-who-that meant and all at once it was far, far too 
much for his overloaded senses. Running only on instinct he gathered air and expelled it in one great burst at 
the top of his singer-trained lungs, hips pistoning into the double sources of pleasure as he convulsed, orgasm 
screaming through his body. A harsh groan and the heat rolling in told him that the bassist had just barely 
outlasted him. 


They sagged bonelessly against the door. When he could breathe again, Billie Joe finally opened his eyes, shifting 


awkwardly to look down into an electric blue gaze. 
"Tré?" he whispered. 


"Hey, Bill,” Tre answered noncommittally. They stared at each other for a long moment, and then the nude 
drummer unfolded, standing fluidly without breaking eye contact. 


Billie looked away first, his gaze dropping to Tré's mouth. Seeing a faint smear of crimson jolted him; his hip 


stung where teeth had punctured the skin. Those teeth; that mouth. This person. 

He lifted his head and Tré met him halfway in a sweet, sweet kiss. He'd kissed the drummer thousands of 
times before, in a swift gesture that conveyed affection And one real kiss, a long time ago now, when they'd 
both been young and high and willing to try anything. 

None of those kisses had held this tenderness. 


When at last they broke for air, the front man's eyes fluttered open. "How long have you known?" 


"Warning tour sometime." 


"Four years and you never said anything?" 
He shrugged. "Wasn't sure you'd want me to be part of it. Either of you," he added, glancing at Mike. 


Billie Joe looked back and forth between his bandmates, his stomach clenching in a way it hadn't for a very, 
very long time. He still recognized the roiling feeling of jealousy, though, and he tamped it down. It wasn't 


welcome here. "And you two? Because this clearly wasn't spontaneous.’ 


Tré scratched his head, offering a rueful smile. "Little bit, but mostly planned, yeah. Things just kind of 
happened one night.” 


"After my marriage went south," Mike supplied. His hand moved to cover the one Billie still had flattened 
against the wood, soothing him. The smaller man leaned back a little into the tall body bracketing him. "He was 
just being there for me but he already knew I'd be..open, to more, so when | kissed him it got heavy pretty 
fast" 


"| see" Billie nodded dumbly, unsure what else to say. He tilted his head quizzically. "When did you know you 
wanted to be part of it, Tre?" 


Blue eyes met his with a rare seriousness. "About five minutes after | found out." 


"Which was how?" They'd been fucking careful. He knew, he knew they'd never been seen doing anything that 


could be considered as more than casual. 

The drummer smirked. "Did you hear yourself just now?" 

He flushed. "My bus is soundproofed. | made sure of it." 

"Yeah..but Mike's ain't." 

A faintly embarrassed chuckle sounded behind him. "Oops." 

"Oh" There wasn't really anything else to say, and Billie didn't think he even wanted to know if anyone else had 
figured it out. They had loyal crew. If it hadn't been leaked all over by now, either no one knew or no one was 
talking. And he'd made his peace years ago with his own sexuality. 

All the new information coalesced in his head and his heart, and his next action came naturally. He reached to 
cup Tré's cheek, drawing him close for another kiss that began as slowly as the first but grew quickly heated. 
The drummer's agile fingers threaded through Billie's hair while his tongue swirled dizzying patterns that 


tasted of tequila and, faintly, of the sharp bite of copper. Knowing where that metallic edge came from shot 


bursts of staccato desire through him and he moaned. 


"Mmm," Tre breathed. "| thought it sounded good when you did your little masturbation act onstage, but the 
way you really sound is fucking sexy." 


Billie smiled, skimming a palm down the bare chest pressed to his. The other man tightened his grip and 
acquired a speculative expression, looking briefly over at Mike and then back. Billie frowned. "What?" 


"Oh, nothing. | was just thinking. | bet Mike could go longer without jerking off than you could go without cutting 


your hair." 


Instinctively Billie lifted the hand he'd just pressed to Tré's torso, touching his hair. Mike exploded in laughter 
and staggered backwards, breaking their physical contact. Billie glared at him. 


"Fuck off. You're so on, asshole." 
"Okay, okay," the bassist gulped in air, a big grin remaining. "What exactly do you mean by no jacking off?" 


Tré smiled angelically. "It means what it means. Except for pissing and showering, you keep your hands off your 


own dick." 

"Uh-huh. What about somebody else's?" Mike wanted to know. 

"That's fine." 

"And were you planning to be available?" he flirted with the drummer. 

The smile widened. "You know me, Dirnt. Always willing to lend a hand." 

Billie Joe regarded the matching grins and scowled. "I think I've been had." 

"Yeah, | think you have," Mike agreed, slapping his ass. He jumped. 

"And again, | say fuck off! 

"| vote we fuck Tre instead" 

Tré coughed exaggeratedly. "| second that motion" 

He had to laugh at that, and allowed his two closest friends in the entire world to lead him to the bed. There 
was a balance in this; an evening out of power that bespoke a new energy-a synergy: the sum of the parts 


becoming greater than the whole. Together they would forge a path wherever the music wanted to go. 


This was going to be the best fucking tour they had ever done. 


